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umbrellas, and the like, about our feet. We begin
to fear, that unless the load shall happen to shake
down considerably, we may chance to have a bad
week of it.

But see, this fellow is about to start, though
the escort is not in sight !

Whew ! We speak to the agent : " Well," says
he, in effect, " the officer in charge will not lend us
any troops ; his command is very low just now ;
the country is disturbed by Indians in his front
and flank ; he has enough to do to Tiold his own
in the post. But," the good-natured agent adds,
for our comfort, " you will find the road all right ;
some troops went up the Plains yesterday ; you will
pass them a-head ; good-bye ! " And we are off.

The truth now flashes on our minds like a
revelation :

We are the escort !

Not a soul goes out with the mail, either now or
through the journey, except the boy who drives the
mules (changed every forty or fifty miles on the road) ;
no escort, no mail agent, nobody save ourselves.
I cannot say that in my travels, I have ever seen
the fellow of this prairie mail. In the most dan-
gerous district crossed by. traveller and trader
west of Chinese Tartary, the New York and St.